Chapter 2 
“Any luck?” 


The three were still cruising around in the stolen vehicle in search of some sort of 
cell-phone reception. It was beyond Justin how they couldn’t seem to pick up a 
signal anywhere. They had been driving around for at least ten minutes now, and 
yet they still weren’t picking anything up. Had Yosuke just dropped his cell-phone in 
water or something? Seemed the only possible explanation. And not an all too 
unexpected one all things considered. Yosuke groaned a bit, shaking his head as he 
constantly redialed the number, trying to connect. He wasn’t having much luck. 


“Stupid ass phone. | knew | should have updated.” Yosuke cursed at his phone with 
anger for being a piece of shit. It would serve more purpose as a brick than it would 
anything else. And not a very good brick at that. 


“That or you should have gotten 4G.” Justin remarked sarcastically, eyes darting all 
over the road. Despite having never driven a car, and potentially still having a buzz, 
he actually seemed to be doing a good job. Yeah, the car stopped a little abruptly at 
times, and he had no idea how to work the pedal when he first started, but he got 
the hang of it. Might have just been because he was really paranoid about 
everything. You know those people that drive real slow because they’re afraid of 
going before the other cars or going over the speed limit? Yeah, that was Justin. 
Could you blame him when he never touched a steering wheel in all his life though? 
Didn’t mean Yosuke was any less scared about being driven around by Justin. One 
foul slip was all it would take to send them all crashing into the river. 


| follow the road at night, 

Just hoping to find 

Which puzzle piece fell out of me. 

| know who you are, 

Open the door and climb in. 

Hold me real close, then do it again, 

| ache for the touch of my dead end friends 


The radio blasted throughout the car as Justin rounded the corner of the street, still 
driving aimlessly around while Yosuke tried to get his car to work. He only hoped to 
god that there was enough gas in the tank of this car. He’d check for himself, but 
alas, he knew not where the fuel-meter-thingamabob was. Really, in retrospect 
Justin was probably the last person that should have been driving. But he was, and 
he was getting real sick of wasting time trying to get that damn phone to work. If it 
hadn’t worked by now, it probably wasn’t going to anytime soon. Justin sighed as he 


continued to drive. “...Forget the call; Get the club up on the GPS. They’II probably 
have a phone there.” 


“| doubt the GPS will work if the phone isn’t but alright...” Yosuke remarked aloud as 
he opened up the GPS app, fiddling about with it. You could have imagined the look 
on Yosuke’s face when it turned out the GPS was working just fine. It was only 
making calls that was given him trouble. Regardless, he set everything up, the 
name of the mall punched into the address bar. It was a moment, but the GPS 
eventually started to bark out directions from Yosuke’s phone... In a bad Russian 
accent for some reason. Justin got the feeling that Yosuke purposely set it like that. 


Turn right in .03 miles. Turn right. The computerized voice dictated, repeating the 
same command twice in quick succession thanks to how close Justin already was to 
the curve. Was kind of annoying really, but Justin obeyed the voices of the great 
machine overlords like the good little human he was. He slowly rounded the curve, 
awaiting the response from the machine... And also wondering why Naoto had just 
slapped herself across the forehead, her face resting in her palm. He was hoping 
that meant she remembered something; though in actuality it was that she had just 
noticed something. You have now reached your destination. 


Justin’s eyes widened with disbelief and shock as he stopped the car along the 
curve and poked his head around Naoto’s body mass to check out the window. Sure 
enough, the mall was RIGHT there; and they hadn’t even noticed. “You know... We 
REALLY should have noticed that.” Justin remarked with sarcasm. Yosuke just 
shrugged it off; he was busy fiddling with the phone after all. And Naoto should 
have said something since she had been looking out the window for the last fifteen 
minutes anyway. Surely she must have noticed that huge ass mall. Then again, so 
should Justin; but we’ll give him a break since he had never driven a car before and 
was much more focused on the road than his surroundings. “So what’s the plan?” 
Justin questioned as he finished parking the car and pulling out the cars. He had 
never been more happy to be still in all his life. 


“First we should ask to use the facility’s pay-phone.” Naoto laid out her plan after a 
dismissive sigh of annoyance. Not annoyance that Yosuke and Justin had no idea 
how to conduct an investigation, but rather annoyance that they had been driving 
around the mall for a couple of minutes and NO one noticed. Not even an expert 
detective such as herself. She was much too caught up in her other thoughts to 
really pay much attention to the world beyond the car window. And could you blame 
her when she found out that she lost her ‘womanhood’ in a drunken fit with some 
delinquent she despised more than anything else. That wasn’t a pretty thought to 
imagine, not in the slightest. “After that, we should ask the staff if they can relay 
any information they had about the night before; any suspicious individuals they 
might have seen that could have slipped something into our beverages.” 


“Assuming the staff members weren’t the ones who did it.” Justin remarked 
sarcastically as he kicked open his door. Yes, he kicked open the door of a car that 
wasn’t his, was very expensive, and also stolen. Sometimes Justin just lacked 
common sense. Naoto groaned a bit as she opened her door the right way, followed 
immediately by Yosuke. Justin did raise a valid point though; it was quite possible 
that the faculty had been the ones to spike the drinks. Justin did claim it tasted like 
alcohol, and while she didn’t know how he knew that, being underaged and all, she 
did realize the only people really in that position is anyone who would have access 
to the drinks. That was pretty much every staff member there. Really, she just 
needed to pin-point a motive for slipping alcohol into a bunch of random teenager’s 
drinks. Usually it was meant for sexual purposes, ala roofies; but she highly doubt 
that nearly EVERY drink would have been drugged if that was the case. Especially 
not the guys. 


She shrugged her shoulders as they marched their way inside the mall, and to the 
club. It was, much to no one’s surprise, closed during the day. Justin groaned as he 
stared at the closed sign on the window. That wasn’t much help, now was it? How 
were they supposed to question the faculty if the faculty wasn’t even there to begin 
with? Naoto approached the door, examining it thoroughly... Or rather, looking 
inside to see if anyone was in there. There was a single ‘bartender’ cleaning glasses 
on the inside, despite the door being locked. Seemed he was getting prepared for 
the work day. 


“Seems one of the employees is still inside.” Naoto recapped to the others as she 
leaned over to peer inside. Justin in turn found himself leaning over Naoto to look 
for himself, hovering over her as he looked higher up through the glass panels... Not 
much to her amusement either once she realized that meant he was standing over 
her behind while she crouched down. She let it slide though, figuring causing a 
scene would just draw unwanted attention. Yosuke sure as hell was giving Justin one 
of those ‘seriously?’ looks though. Justin had bitched him out for doing this exact 
same thing months ago. Though to be fair, Justin was just doing it with another guy, 
and Yosuke had been doing it with Justin’s girlfriend. There was a gap in 
awkwardness there. 


“Alright... So we can talk to him right? How do we get his attention though?” Justin 
questioned after a moment. He backed up a bit to allow Naoto to stand up and 
straighten out her jacket, assuming a rather official position. She looked as though 
she was about to announce some complex plan on how to break in. Instead she 
simply knocked on the door. “Well that works too.” Justin shrugged. “For every 
complex problem, there’s a simple solution.” 


“And it’s usually wrong.” Naoto remarked sarcastically, turning her attention over to 
the glass door, waiting to get a response. She could tell the figure on the other side 
of the door had been moving, but that was about the extent of her observations. 


She was more than pleased when the person on the other side had answered their 
call and opened the door a crack, a slightly confused expression on his face. 


“Sorry, we’re not open until-“ Naoto cut him off very quickly by flashing her badge. 
It wasn’t a REAL badge, so to speak; just something that authorized her to act on 
behalf of the Inaba police force where she needed. Regardless of what it was 
though, the bartender got the implications almost immediately and shut his trap. 
Cops showing up at your door are never a good thing, especially when you work at a 
club. Crazy shit happens there on a regular basis after all. 


“My apologies for the interruption sir; | am Naoto Shirogane, Private Investigator for 
the Inaba police force. The three of us would like to ask you a few questions about 
some proceedings that took place here last night, if you would indulge us.” Naoto 
politely, but officially introduced herself to the bartender, requesting access inside 
to conduct her questionings and investigations. The bartender sighed as he opened 
the door to let the three in. 


The club looked a lot different with all the lights off; like some dull, dirty cellar or 
something. It was certainly an interesting sight anyway, but that’s not what Justin 
was looking around for. He was looking for anything that could give the group a clue 
as to what had gone down here. He wasn’t having much luck yet, but then, he 
hadn’t checked upstairs yet. And he wasn’t going to until they settled all the 
business they had here. Naoto approached the counter that the bartender had been 
working at earlier, allowing him to go back to his work while she asked him some 
questions. 


“My apologies for interrupting your work, but this is of the upmost importance.” 
Naoto tried to reassure the slightly panicked bartender. You could tell he wasn’t in 
the mood for this shit today. He just wanted to get his work done today. He was just 
an average guy trying to make a living after all, he didn’t want to get mixed up in 
criminal shenanigans. “I'll get straight to the point. Last night some of my 
associates and | had reservations in the room upstairs. To make a long story short, 
we can say without reason of a doubt that the drinks had been spiked with alcohol.” 
That certainly stopped the bartender in his tracks. Since he was the one to handle 
the drinks, that would make him suspect numero uno; and he didn’t think he was a 
fan of that. “We'd like any assistance you can offer on the matter. Any suspicious 
persons, anyone who might have had the access needed to slip something into the 
beverages before they were served?” 


“We don’t serve alcohol here.” The bartender brushed off Naoto without really 
answering the question. It was painfully obvious to everyone present he was 
sidestepping the issue; and that only turned to make them rather suspicious. They 
hadn’t even suspected the guy until he started this shit with refusing to answer 
their inquiries. It’s not hard evidence or anything, but you could almost see Justin 
giving the guy the stinker eye from half way across the room, head twisted to the 


side and body bent over a table as he searched for any clues. Naoto glared at the 
bartender for a moment before adjusting her hat. 


“...Yes, | believe you stated that when we talked before.” Naoto remarked with 
bitter sarcasm, annoyed that it seemed the bartender had no intention of really 
cooperating. The bartender twisted his head off to the side, as though examining 
Naoto closer. Seemed he had forgotten talking to her the night before, prior to the 
investigation team showing up. “Regardless of this establishment’s policies 
regarding alcohol; there was most certainly foul play involved. The drinks were most 
certainly spiked with an alcoholic substance; not a doubt in my mind. Now, I'll ask 
again; is there anyone here that might have been able to tamper with the drinks?” 
Naoto questioned a little more forcefully this time. The bartender sighed, shaking 
his head as he leaned on the counter. 


“Well... There was that new guy. He doesn’t really come in much, but | think he was 
on shift last night...” The bartender rubbed his chin a bit. Honestly, this guy almost 
never showed up, so it was kind of hard for him to remember if he was here. Not to 
mention it was incredibly obvious to the guy that he obviously didn’t want to be 
here when he did. But alas, money was money, and when you had the needs that 
guy did, you need as much money as you can get. 


“Could you give me a detailed description of this person?” Naoto requested, finally 
feeling as though she was getting somewhere. A worker that almost never showed 
up would hardly be suspected for drugging drinks. He probably hadn’t even been 
there the night of, or so the employees would think. It was by all means a clever 
disguise. But not clever enough. The bartender scratched at his head as though to 
closer examine his memories for anything that could help him remember. 


“| don’t really know much; all my work’s up front here, you see.” The bartender 
sighed a bit with defeat. “The best | could tell you is a couple of rumors.” The 
bartender shrugged. Naoto sighed a bit; rumors were barely enough evidence to 
track a person down on. She’d ask for perhaps some employee records, but 
obviously this man wasn’t the owner of the establishment, and thus didn’t have 
access to that information. She eventually nodded a bit, figuring a rumor was better 
than nothing in every regard. “I heard the guy was a bit of a troublemaker; like he 
didn’t want to work here or something. | think he only comes her because he has to. 
From what I’ve heard, he looks really sick. Like, he’s always hacking up a lung or 
something. Other than that though, | don’t really know.” 


“_..IS there perhaps someone you know who works here who could give a more 
detailed description, or a name perhaps?” Naoto questioned. Really, being a sick 
renegade wasn’t much to go on. Even something like hair color or eye color might 
have helped her narrow it down. But it seemed at the moment all she had was class 
evidence, circumstances that could apply to way too many people for her to 


question in a mere few hour period. The bartender shook his head a bit, though not 
necessarily in denial. 


“Only the part-time workers; but | don’t really know where you could get a hold of 
them now.” The bartender continued. “...Though... I’m not sure if he could really 
help you, but there’s a security outpost near the end of the mall. Officer Kurosawa 
usually keeps tabs on everyone. Perhaps he could help you?” The bartender tried to 
reason. You could practically see a wave of relief wash over Naoto. Perfect; an 
officer of the law might be exactly who they needed to help them right now. He’d 
cooperate with Naoto easier anyway. Hopefully. Last Justin heard from Adachi, 
Dojima REALLY didn’t like Naoto. At all. Hopefully most cops didn’t share that 
outlook on her. 


“Thank you for your cooperation, you’ve been very helpful.” Naoto remarked before 
turning about for the door. Yosuke and Justin passed her a funny look behind her 
back, curious why she was leaving when they could still be looking for evidence 
here. They hadn’t even looked upstairs for Christ’s sake. You know, the place where 
this all went down. Naoto eventually stopped though, a sudden realization hitting 
her. Just not the realization that PROBABLY should have hit her, but still an 
important realization all the same. “Oh, my apologies; you wouldn’t happen to have 
a phone we could borrow for a moment?” Naoto turned about, requesting use of a 
pay-phone. The bartender shook his head. 


“Nah; they don’t let us make calls in here. There’s a payphone outside though.” The 
cashier informed them. 


“..1 see. You have my gratitude.” Naoto finished before turning back around to walk 
out of the club for good this time. Yosuke and Justin shook their heads at each other 
with disappointment before following her out. After all, unlike Naoto, they didn’t 
have police badges. They really shouldn’t have been allowed in in the first place. 
Best not to push their luck. The two sighed and shrugged with defeat before 
following Naoto’s lead out the club doors and back out into the mall. They 
eventually gathered out near the pay-phone, forming a triangle of sorts as they 
pondered their next move. “Alright; senpai. I’m shall go address Officer Kurosawa 
about the incident, you two stay here and try to get in contact with the others.” 
Naoto ordered. Justin just groaned a bit. Since when was she in charge of all of this. 
Not that he wasn’t going to do that anyway, but you know. He didn’t want to give 
Naoto the satisfaction of seeing him bend to her whims. 


“Oh gee thanks; because | was going to order a fucking pizza.” Justin rolled his eyes 
and shook his head before leaning over to grab a hold of the phone, his other hand 
shuffling through his pocket for change. Naoto grunted a bit with anger, fed up with 
Justin’s attitude about all of this. She had gone through enough humiliation at his 
hands over the last few days without him making an ass out of himself in public. 
She departed soon after that, stomping her feet slightly as she went, very clearly 


pissed off about this. It was a moment before Justin finally found some change and 
pushed it through the coin slot, punching in Yu’s cell phone number. He’d call Chie’s 
but... He wasn’t sure he could handle that right now. 


“You think he’ll pick up?” Yosuke questioned as he listened to the phone ring, 
waiting with silent horror for the other line to pick up. He didn’t need anything else 
going wrong on this trip; and he wasn’t even the subject of half the horrors that 
Justin had woken too. He didn’t fuck Naoto or know that car was stolen (though he 
probably put two and two together by this point in all honesty.) He hadn’t earned 
the right to complain yet. Justin sighed as he held the payphone to his ear, tapping 
his foot impatiently. 


“He damn well better.” Justin remarked with aggravation. There was a good chance 
that his phone had been fucked up in the same way Yosuke’s and Justin’s were; in 
which case they had a serious problem. For all Justin knew, Yu could have woken up 
in a garbage can. Hell, he might have been under the bed of the hotel room they 
had checked out of moments ago. The two held their breath with dreadful 
anticipation for a moment, fearing the line wouldn’t pick up. You could imagine their 
relief as they heard a slight click sound... then their panic when they heard how out 
of it Yu sounded. 


“Oh please let this be them... Hello?” Yu spoke into the phone, hoping that his lost 
teammates were on the other end of the line. Sometimes not EVERYTHING turned to 
shit, apparently. Just the things that mattered. Yosuke and Justin both sighed with 
relief, hanging their heads back as the air left their lungs and entered the air again. 


“Oh thank God, Yu. Is everyone alright?” Justin questioned with concern, wondering 
if the remaining members of the investigation team had awoken to equally 
horrifying atrocities they had committed. Seemed to be the case anyway, given the 
way Yu began shouting, speaking a thousand miles an hour as he tried to make 
heads and tails of what was going on. And this was coming from the guy who was 
almost always cool and collected; never had Justin heard Yu freaking out, and ina 
way, it was quite horrifying. 


“Well Kanji woke up naked in the trash outside, | apparently got a tattoo on my... 
uh... well that’s not important. Oh yeah, and I guess we stole someone’s dog or 
something, and it got really pissed and bit Teddie... | think it might have had rabies. 
So no. No we’re not fucking okay! Where the hell are you anyway!? Is everyone else 
with you?” Yu frantically recapped the worst of their drunken misadventures. Justin 
couldn’t help but cringe at the thought of him getting a tattoo on his dick. That was 
going to be awkward if he ever wanted to have sex in the near future... Or if he 
wanted to get it removed. Basically it was just awkward period. Hopefully it was at 
least something funny, like a ‘handle with care’ warning. 


“Yeah, Yosuke and Naoto are with me right now... Well Naoto’s talking to a police 
officer or something... We uh... Kinda stole a car; so... yeah. We’re in some deep 


shit.” Justin grimaced. He was expecting to hear Yu smack his face over the phone. 
Instead all he heard was dead silence for a moment. Justin was concerned they had 
gotten disconnected for a moment, but it turned out that Yu had simply been 
shuttering with horror on his end. 


“...Naoto and Yosuke? You mean Chie’s not with you!?” Yu finally shouted into the 
phone. Within seconds Justin’s skin turned deadly pale, his heart sinking deep into 
his chest. In fact, it actually stopped for a moment. Not metaphorically; it 
PHYSICALLY stopped beating for just a few seconds. He had just had a literal heart 
attack as Yu laid it on him that they had no idea where Chie was. And given the 
circumstances under which everyone had woken up, Justin had never been more 
afraid in his life. His pupils dilated as his grip on the phone became shaky, slowly 
loosening. It was only a moment later he lost control of his legs and nearly fell. 
Thank god Yosuke caught him on the way down, ripping the phone out of Justin’s 
hand as he grabbed a hold of him. He heard everything; this was not good. 
Especially not for Justin. 


“Yu, talk to me. What do you mean Chie’s not with us? You don’t know where she 
is!?” Yosuke questioned, growing increasingly frantic in his question’s, Justin’s body 
growing ever the more limper in his grasp all the while. He couldn’t even stand. 
There were some things he couldn’t take. The possibility that something absolutely 
awful happening to the love of his life... It had almost killed him. Once again, 
literally with the whole heart attack and all. 


“No! Jesus, this isn’t happening. Please tell me you know where she could be...” Yu 
continued frantically speaking into the phone. As if Yosuke was going to have any 
idea where she could be; he was drunk after all. If Yu had no idea where she was, 
there was no doubt neither would he. Justin slowly tried to regain his balance, 
standing on his own without Yosuke’s support. He was having a hard time standing 
on his now shaky legs, but he could still hold himself up. At least, for the moment 
anyway. If anything happened to Chie... Well, the implications weren’t good. Justin 
slowly reached out to grab the phone from Yosuke’s hands, much to his displeasure. 
Or at least until he saw that deathly pale skin tone Justin wore across his face right 
now. 


“..Where are you...?” Justin choked up, words coming out incredibly softly into the 
phone as he forced himself to speak. He’d keep it as brief as possible at this point. 
He just wanted to find Chie and go home. That’s all. Fuck the investigation about 
who spiked their drinks. Justin just didn’t care anymore. It was just important that 
everyone made it home in one piece. 


“We’re at the hotel. Where the hell are YO-“ 


“Don’t move.” Justin remarked before hanging up the phone, not a word more. 
Yosuke just looked at Justin like he was a fucking idiot. They needed to figure out 
what was going on; they couldn’t do that if Justin kept hanging up on Yu. Plus, 


Yosuke doubted Justin had anymore change on him at the moment; so much for 
using the payphone. Thankfully, just at that moment Naoto returned to rejoin their 
company, a slight grin on her face. Seemed she had gotten the information she 
wanted. Not that Justin paid that any mind, he just turned and walked right past her, 
much to her confusion. 


“| bear good news. Officer Kurosaw..a... Senpai?” Naoto questioned as Justin walked 
right by her, not so much as looking at her in the process. He just had on this 
frightful, yet determined expression on his face as he stormed by, weaving his body 
past the crowds, eyes never leaving his destination. 


“Shut up and get in the car.” 


